PATCHWORK                                          "A"
ridiculous and gaudy against the dead white; for
Mary laughed at it when I got home.
I thought again that the zinnia has no scent, poor
Indian flower, all splash and no reality.
Twenty or thirty students, in white coats and
bright-coloured skirts looped through the crutch,
made way for us; and one or two voices said, "Good
evening, sair."
I was thinking of my failure with the squatting
woman, my failure with the khitmagar, my failure
with the Hindu kitchens. Suddenly I thought of
the monkey and felt sure that I had wounded him
and that he was dying in great pain, and I had a
vision of his sulky eyes looking down at me from
a tree. What do any of us do? We wound; we
neither kill nor cure.
I had set my heart on getting out that squatting
woman. It is bitter. I feel the Commissioner has
let me down. What does it matter?
In my office it was almost dark, but at my
entrance the punka began wearily to flap. Wings of
tired thought beating over and over again above the
same ground.
The deputation was concerned to know whether
the permanganate of potash supplied by me in
dilute solution to rinse the Hindu drinking cups
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